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The Centenar;
THIS year and month mark the centenaryof Clement Clarke Moore's "A

Visit from St. Nicholas," better

known as " 'Twas the Night Before Christmas,"for the poem, which at the Yuletide
season has thrilled the hearts of so many

generations of youth, was written on the
evening of December 23, 1S22. Far from
what were considered the regions of bustle
and turmoil in the pleasant old New York
of one hundred years ago there was, beyondGreenwich Village, a suburb known
as Chelsea. There, at a spot which is now

approximately Ninth avenue ana Twentysecondstreet, there was a hill, and perched
on top of the hill there was an old time
mansion from which the section took its
name. It had been built by Clement Clarke
Moore's grandfather, an English army officer,who came overseas to help the
Colonist in the French and Indian wars,
and who stayed to make his home in the
New World.
This Englishman icft his big, white house

Chelsea to his daughter Charity, who mar-
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ried a young minister. The young ministerbecame the second J'rotestant Episcopal
Bi3hop of the Diocese of New York and
the third president of Columbia College,
In the big white house Clement Clarke,
Moore was born, July 13, 1779. All around
the house on the hill were scattered the
farms of the descendants of the Dutch
settlers, and as a boy young Moore heard
from one of the neighbors, a Dutch farmer's
son, working in the garden, tWe legend of
St. Nicholas, whose name the Dutch childrenhad shortened to Santa Claus. An
only child. Clement watched by himself
for the coming of Santa Claus every ChristmasEve.
Graduated from Columbia in 1798, ClementClarke Moore studied for the ministry,

but never took orders, devoting himself to
Oriental and classical literature. When he
was 30 he published the first Hebrew and
Greek lexicon that had ever been brought
out in America. In order to print the book
it was necessary to send to Philadelphia
to find the Hebrew characters. Appointed
professor of Biblical learning at the GenMaBigHBHHWU
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rinity Cemetery at Riverside Drive
New York city.
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Dr. Clement Clarke Moore, author

erul Theological Seminary in 1821 he.
served the institution for nearly thirty
years and was the donor of the ground on
which the seminary still stands. He died
in Newport, R. I., in 1863.
The famous poem, destined long to outlivethe memory of his dignified classical

achievements, was written for the entertainmentof his own boys and girls,. to
whom he had passed on the story of Santa
Claus and his reindeer that he had heard
in his own boyhood. It was designed merely
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of "A Visit From St. Nicholas"

for the diversion of an evening; he had
no thought of having it put into type. But
visiting at the house there was a Mi«.Butler,on whom the lines made a great
impression. She either memorised the poeni
or wrote it down, and a year later, when
in her Troy home, sent it to the Troj
Sentinel, in which it was printed on December23, 1823, just a year to a day after
it was written. Copied all over the country
it was years before the author could lie
induced to father it.
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